FROM  WEST  TO  EAST
after three or four months, when the train came to the
place where it was registered that the mail was brought
in—in envelopes and without envelopes, folded triangles,
postcards, and military forms with red stars upon them.
After receiving a letter, Lena seemed to be illumined by
some inner glow,^ she felt she could hear his voice in her
ears, a manly voice vibrating with tenderness.
... It was a hot, dry summer. Black dust drifted in
through the open windows to settle on the white curtains,
the sheets, the bandages and the overalls. The nurses'
work was doubled—they continually had to be shaking
out curtains and bedding, washing the floor, and wiping
down the tables, frames and walls with wet cloths. ...
The wounded wilted in the heat and lost appetite.
They had just taken on a load from the hospital and
were carrying them east, to the Urals. There were
twenty men in the Krieger coach, where Lena worked.
They were capricious, they smoked, they refused to
drink boiled water—asked for fresh water with ice in it.
No. 17—an amputation case, the left leg taken off at
the knee—did not smoke and demanded nothing, but
that was almost worse. He neither ate nor slept. His face,
dark bronze against the white pillow, had sharpened,
and never lost a look of loathing. Olga Mikhailovna
bent over him and talked to him gently, in motherly
tones.
<cWhy don't you eat anything? Don't you like the
food?"
"The food's all right, thank you," No. 17 replied
through set teeth.
"Maybe you'd prefer something else? Fresh eggs?
Curd cakes? Dumplings with berries? Tell us what you'd
like and we'll make it."
"Thank you, I don't need anything."
There were a hundred and nine seriously wounded
waiting for Olga Mikhailovna. A hundred and nine
problems, hundreds of instructions, hundreds of com-
plaints from the wounded—about the heat, the porridge,
the cruelty of the sister who wouldn't give them un-

